FOUR        TALES        BY        2   E   L   I   D   E

perceiving this movement, gazed, astonished, at
the pair, quite unable to divine the cause of so
touching a scene. He did not know what to think
or to say. Julia, her eyes bent on the ground, wept
silently. Her father, furious, was incapable of
speaking. At length, recovering his voice, he
cried, " Unworthy child 1 You intended then to
deceive your father? Was all that you told me of
your lover's birth a fable? "

" Oh, father," answered Julia.   " I, indeed, am
guilty, but not Valamcourt------"

" What, Julia," cued her lover, ce so I have
betrayed you. I ought to have guessed, I ought to
have kept silence. . .. You eiicd foi my sake, and
I have betrayed you. Sir," he continued, now on
his knees beside Julia, " Sir, pardon a fault that
was caused by love and of which we both therefoie
are guilty. Permit me to love your daughter,
although her wit, and her beauty, as well as her
birth, raise her high above me. She indeed deserves
a throne, but no king could love her more tenderly;
she could never find more tenderness than in my
heart, she could never be more truly worshipped.
Once again I pray you to permit me to love her,
to see her, and to see you, so that your own judg-
ment can decide our fate."

"Renaud de Montauban! " murmured Julia's
father, as if he had heard none of this. Then,
"For how many years has your family been
noble?"

Valaincourt made no teply.

18